FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
from the regions into which we were trying to penetrate, and
where our traces would be lost. I stared at them in wonder.
Perhaps they were as astonished at the sight of me as I at the
sight of them, but by a kind of dignity natural to them they
were able to hide their surprise. The straight-nosed Tibetans
looked elegant, their heads encircled by dark red turbans or
the skins of wild foxes. Their red woollen cloaks were barred
with a single wide strip of sheep's wool. The wealthiest of
them had an edging of panther at the neck.
But the Tsaidam Mongols were stranger. With one arm
encased in a sleeve of a sheepskin garment, worn hide
outwards, they leave half the chest exposed. Hanging from
the neck they wear a little silver box containing an amulet or
a clay Buddha. The garment itself is tied in at the waist and
hangs, like a skirt with innumerable pleats, to the knees. In
the voluminous pocket formed by the sash the wearer carries
all his belongings. A great sabre hangs at the side. The
copper bowl of a long pipe shows out of the top of one of the
massive boots which have turned-up toes. Sometimes they
wear a brown cap braided with gold, but most of them have
"fallen for" the latest fashion and adopted the dull European
soft-brimmed felt hat.
Our Friends Lu and Ku.
At the other end of the town, Lu Hwa-pu, to whom we had
an introduction from Smig, was in residence. That was
unhoped-for luck. Surrounded by a crowd of clerks and
apprentices, Lu ran a shoe-and-stocking business as well as a
photographer's studio. He was a charming, roguish man
and had the good taste to know Russian—he had lived a long
time in Urumchi.
Drinking tea in a room at the back of the shop we lost no
time in explaining what we wanted: passports for the interior
of the province, a caravan setting out for the west, camping
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